GERMANY, 1919

able discretion, and a pass by rail or any other form of
transport to Cologne. No motor vehicles could be relied
on to reach Elsenborn in winter, so I set out mounted for
this elevated spot, accompanied by two junior officers and
a detachment on limbered wagons. The camp was only two
feet deep in snow when we arrived, but four feet deep soon
afterwards, so that we were cut off for the best part of a
week and then provisioned by pack mule. Otherwise the
place was as described, Ludendorff's bed was comfortable,
one of the Germans played chess, and the host produced
Marcobrunners and Jesuitengartens of mature years and
character. I mounted a guard which presented arms impec-
cably by day and was dismissed after dinner. The few deer
I shot at made off indignant and unharmed.
At the first melting of the snows (and there are several
meltings in the Rhineland) I took my accumulated leave and
made a playgoing visit of ten days to Aix-la-Chapelle and
Cologne in our zone and Coblenz in that of the French.
The city of Charlemagne was disappointing as a theatre
town, and Coblenz had only an uninspired playhouse ; but
the chief theatre in Cologne included in its repertory practi-
cally every play of merit written in Germany since 1914.
One of them certainly was Der Bettler by Reinhard Sorge,
a dramatic poet who fell at Verdun. It was the first expres-
sionist drama, and perhaps the best because it never left the
plane of poetry. The subject was modern but yet timeless,
just one of those German domestic dramas that in prose can
be so boring ; the verse irregular and strong, seldom lyrical,
always dramatic. The staging showed an understanding of
the expressionist mind ; across the proscenium hung a fine
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